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those floating:
all reach only one shore,
saving themselves
from the strokes of the tidal waves
of successes and failures
of their action and inaction;
and friends and foes will stand
at the same door.
At every moment, every particle
on the edge of an abyss
is living and dying
hundreds of times;
is sounding
in the churning of wealth and debt,
in the misty puzzle
of indecision and emotions
and in the landing of ebbs and tides
of the heart-throbbing
of suspicious evening embraces,
full of fondness and compassion.
We may forget
the angers and grieves of seas,
but, we will not forget
the foamy smiles in the darkness
and the tunes of mermaids.
The fragrance will not leave,
though these flowers fade away,
the sorrow and joy
will bruise each other,
the dreams and awakenings
will enkindle the soil.
Snuffed wicks alone
will give bright light,
agonized voices alone
will present melodies.
Man will read